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SCENE, a Hall ia Timon's Hou ſe. 
Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, ond 
Mercer, at ſeveral Doors, 
Poet. 00D day, Sir. 
Pain. I am glad y are well. 
Poet. I have not ſeen you long; how goes the world? 
Pain. It wears, Sir, as it goes. 
Poet. Aye, that's well known. 
But what particular rarity ? what ſo ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches? ſee, 
(Magic of bounty!) all theſe ſpirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. 1 know the merchant. 
Pain. I know them both; th' other's a jeweller. 
Mer. O "tis a worthy lord! 
ew, Nay, that's moſt fix'd. 
er. A moſt incomparable man, breath'd as it 
To an untirable and continuate goodneſs, [were 
ex. I have a jewel here. 
er. O, pray, let's ſee't; 
For the Lord Timon, Sir? 
7 If he will touch the eſtimate: but for that 
oct. When we forrecompence have prais'd the vile, 
It ſtains the glory in that happy verſe 


Which aptly fings the good. i 
[ Looking on the jewel. 


Ul 


Mer. Tis a good form. 
Few. And rich; here is a water, look ye. 
Pain. You're rapt, Sir, in ſome work ; ſome de- 


To the great lord? [dication 
= Poet. A thing ſlipt idly from me. 
* Our poeſie is as a gum, which iſſues 

From whence tis nouriſhed. The fire i'th' flint 


Shews not till it be ſtruck ; 
What have you there? 
Pain. A picture, Sir—when comes your book forth ? 
Poet. Upon the heels of my preſentmeat, Sir. 
Let's fee your piece. | 
Pain. *Tis a good piece. 
Pact. So tis. 
This comes off well and excellent. 
Pain. IndifF'rent. 
Poet, Admirable! how this grace 
Speaks his own ſtanding! what a mental power 
This eye ſhoots forth ! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip! to the dumbneſs of the geſture 
One might interpret. 
Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life: 
Here is a touch is t good? 
Poet. T'll fay of it, 
It tutors nature; artificial ſtrife 
Lives ia thoſe touches, livelier than life. 
Ester certain Senators. 
Pain. How this lord is followed ! 
Poet. The ſenators of Athens! happy man! 
Pain. Look, more |! [ ſitors. 
Poet, You ſee this confluence, this great flood of vi- 
I have, in this rough work, ſhap'd out a man, 
Whom this beneath-world doth embrace and h 
With ampleſt entertainment. My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itfelf © 


* 


| Than to abhor himſelf; even he drops down 


. | One do I perſonate of Timon's frame, 


| 


— 


1 


In a wide ſea of wax. 
Pain. How ſhall I underſtand you? 
Poet. I'll unbolt to you. 
You ſee how all conditions, how all minds, 
As well of glib and ſlipp'ry natures, as 
Of grave and auſtere quality, tender down 
Their ſervice to Lord Timon: 
Yea, from the glaſs-fac'd flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 


4 


The knee before him, and returns in peace, 
Moſt rich in Timon's nod. 

Pain. I ſaw them ſpeak together. 

Poet. J have, upon a high and pleaſant hill, 
Feign'd fortune to be thron d. The baſe o'th*'mount 
Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of natures, N 
That labour on the bqſom of this ſphere, 

To propagate their ſtates; amongſt them all, 
Whoſe eyes are on this ſov'reign lady fix'd, 


Whom fortune with her iv'ry hand wafts to her. 

Pain. This throne, this fortune, and this hill, 
methinks, 

With one man beckoned from the reſt below, 

3owing his head againſt the ſteepy mount, 

To climb his happineſs; would be well expreſt 

In our condition, 
Poet. Nay, but hear me on: 

All thoſe which were his fellows but of late, 


Make js Kirrup;z and through him 
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Drink the 1 A 
Pain. ry, what of theſe? [ mood 
Poet. *fortune in her ſhift and change of 


Spurns down her late beloy d, all bis dependants 
Let him flip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. 'Tis common; 
A thouſand moral paintings I can ſhew, 
That ſhall de monſtrate theſe quick blows of fortune 
More pregnaatly than words. : 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Timon, addreſſing bimſelf 
Toa Meſſenger, 


courteeufly to every Suitor. 

Tim. Impriſon d is he, fay you? 

Meſ. Aye, my good lord; five talents is his debt, 
Hi means moſt ſhort, his creditors moſt ſtrait; 

Your honourable letter he deſires 
To thoſe have ſhut him up, which failing to him 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim, Noble Yentidius! vel 
lam not of that feather to ſhake off : 
My friend when he moſt needs me. I do know him 
A gentleman that well deſerves a help, 

Which he ſhall have. 1'll pay the debt, and free hi. 

Meſ. Vous lordſhip ever binds him. 

Tim. Comyend me to him, I vill ſend his ran ſom 
Aid being enfranchiz'd, bid him come to me; 
Tis not enough to help the feeble vp, 

But to ſupport him after. Fare you well. 
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Meſ. All happineſs to your honour? [Exits 
Poet, Vouchiafe my labour, and long live your 
lordſhip: 3 : 

Aa 8 


FG I thank you, you ſhall hear from me, anon: 


MON oo AT HE NS. 


Ves, he is worthy of thee and to 415 ; 
4 6 NE 1 y nee, pay 


Go not away. Wbt haye you there, my friend? 


Pain. A prece of painting, which I do beſeech 

Your lordſhip to accept. - 

- Tim. Painting is welcome. 
e painting is almoſt the natural man: 

For fince diſhonour traffics with man's nature, 

He is but outfide; pencill'd figures are 

E' ſuch as they give out. 1 like your work; 

And you ſhall find I like it: wait attendance, 

Till you hear farther from me. 

Pain. The gods preſerve you 


Tim. Well fare you, gentleman; give me your hand, 


We muſt needs dine together. Sir, your jewel 
" Hath ſuffer'd under praiſe. ö 

Jew. What, my lord? difpraiſe? 

Tim. A mere ſatiety of commendations; 

Tf I ſhould pay you for't, as tis extoll d, 
Jt would unclew me quite. 
Fe. My lord, tis rated 
As thoſe which ſell would give: 
Believ't, dear lord, f 
Vou mend the jewel by the wearing it. 
Di. Well mock'd. | 


Mer. No, my good lord, he ſpeaks the common 


Which all men ſpeak with him. 
Tim. Look, who comes here. 
1 | Enter Apemantus. 
Will you be chid ? | 
ew. We'll bear it with your lordſhip. 
r. He'il ſpare none. 
Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus! 
Ape. Till I be gentle, ſtay for thy good morrow ; 


Tim. Why doſt thou call them 
know ſt them not? 
: Are they not Athenians? 
- £1, Yes. p 
Then I repent not. 
ew. You know me, Apemantus. 


[tongue, 


hen thou art Tĩmonꝰs dog, and theſe knaves honeſt, 
knaves; thou 


Thou know ſt I do * call'd thee by thy name, 


im. Thou art proud, Apemantus, 
Ape. Of nothing ſo much, ay f 
Timon. AY" * 
"Tim. Whither art 


: 


going ? 


lm not like 


Ape. To knock out an honeſt Athenian's brains. 


im. That's a dee thou'lt die for. 
Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 


im. How liſt thou this picture, Apemantus? 


Ape. The beſt for the innocence. 
Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it? 


He wrought better that made the painter; 


und yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 
Pais. Fate a dog. 


Ape. Thy mother's of my generation: what's 


the, if I be a dog? 
Tim. Wil. dine with me, Apemantus? 
—— No, I eat no lorcs, 
im 


. How doſt thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 
Abe. Not ſo well as plain-dealing, which will 


not coſt a man a doit. 
Tim. What doſt thou think 'tis worth? 


. 


Abe. Not worth my thinking How now, poet? 


"Peetf/Flow now, philoſopher ? 

Ape. Thou lyeſt. | 

Poet. Art theu not one? 

» Yeu „ 
cet. Then I lye not. 

Ape. Art not a poet? | 

Poet. Ves. 

Ape. Then thou lyeſt: look in thy laſt work, 
where thou haſt feign'd him a worthy fellows 
© Pots. That's not feign'd; he is ſo. 


labour.” He, that loves to be flatter'd, 10 

worthy o'th' flatterer. av'ns, that I were a lord! 

Tim. What would'ſt do then, Apemantus? 
| Ape. Een as Apemantus does naw, hath a lord 
with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyſelf? 

_— Aye. | 

im. Wherefore? 

Ape. That I had ſo hungry a wit, to be a lord. 
Art thou not a cherchant? 

Mer. Aye, Apemantus. 


Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not! 
er. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Flaminius. 

Tim. What trumpet's that? 
Fla. Tis Alcibiades, and ſome twenty horſe, 
All of companionſhip. 

Tim. Pray, entertain them, give them guide to 

US —— 8 [Exit Flaminius. 
You muſt needs dine with me—go not you hence, 
Till I have thank'd you; and, when dinner's done, 
Shew me this piece. I'm joyful of your fights. 
Enter Alcibiades, with the reſt. 

Moſt welcome, Sir! [ Bowing and embracing. 

Ape. So, ſo! aches contract and ſtarve your ſup- 
ple joints! that there ſhould be ſmall love amongſt 
theſe ſweet knaves, and all this caurteſie ! the ſtrain 
of man's bred out into baboon and monkey, 

Al. Yau have ſav'd my longing, and I feed 
Moft hungerly on your fight. 

Tim. Right welcome, Sir. 
Ere we do part, we'll ſhare a bounteous time, 

In different pleaſures. Pray you, let us in. [ Exe. 
Manet Apemantus. Enter Lucius and Lucullus, 
Luc. What time a day is't, Apemantus? | 

Ape. Time to be honeſt. 
Luc, That time ſerves ſtill. 
Ape. The moſt accurſed thou, that till omĩtt'ſt it. 
Lucul. Thou art going to Lord Timon's feaſt. 
: Ape. Aye, to ſee meat fill knaves, and wine heat 
ools. ; | ; 
Lucul. Fare thee well; fare thee well. 
Ape. Thou art a fool to bid me tarewcl twice. 
Lucul. Why, Apemantus ? 
Ape. Theu fhould'ft have kept one to thyſelf, for 
I mean to give thee none. e 
Luc, Hang thyſelf. 
Ape. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : 
make thy requeſts to thy friend. 
Lucul. Away, unpeaceable dog, or——1I'll ſpurn 
thee hencs,  ' | 
Ape. 1 will fly, like a dog, the heels o'th' aſs. 
Luc. He's oppofite to humanity, 
Come, ſhall we in, and taſte Lord Timon's bounty? 
He, ſure, outgoes the very heart of kindneſs. 
He pours it out. Plutus, the god of gold, 
Is but his ſte ward : no meed but he'repays, * ' 
Seven-fold above itſelf: no gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a return exceeding * 
All uſe of quittance. Sled: | 
Luc. The nobleſt mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man” 
Lucul. Long may he live in fortunes! ſhall we in? 
| Luc. I'll keep you company. Exeunt. 
SCENE, anotber Apartment in Timon's Houſe. 
Hautboys playing, loud Muſic. A great Banguet 
2 in; and then enter Timon, Lucius, Lucul- 
us, Sempronius, and ot ber Athenian Senatorsy 
with Ventidius. Then comes, dropping after all, 


Apemantus diſcontentedly. ; 
Vin. Moſt bonoured Timon, it hach pleas d the ode 


Ape. Traffic's thy god, and thy god confound thee! 


% 


. 
' 
? 
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He is gone happy, and has left me rich. 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am baund 
To your free heart, 1 do return thoſe talents, 
Doubles with thanks and ſervice, from whoſe help 
I deriy's liberty. 

Tim, O, by no means, 
Honeſt Ventidius : you miſtake my love; 
I gave it freely ever, and there's none 
Can truly ſay he gives, if he receives, 
2 our betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them. Ht? 
Ven. A noble ſpirit, — 5 
Tim. Nay, ceremony was but devis'd at Art, 
To ſet a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ete tis ſhowns 
But where there is true friendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray, ſit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than they to me. [ They fit down. 
Tuc. We always have confeſs'd it. N 

Ape. Ho, ho, con ſeſs'd it! Hang'd it, have you not 

Tim. O, Apemantus! You are welcome. 

Ape. No; you ſhall not make me welcome. IJ 
come to have thee thruſt me out of doors. 

Tim, Fie, th'art a churl; ye have got a humour 

there 

Does not become a man, tis much to blame: 
Go, let him have a table by himſelf; 
—* he does neither affect company, 

or is he fit for't. 


Ape. Let me ſtay at thy peril, Timon; I come | 


to obſerve, I give,thee warning on't. 

Tim. | take nd heed of thee; th'art an Athe- 
nian, therefore welcome; pr'ythee, let my meat 
make thee ſilent. 

Ape. 1 ſcorn thy meat, *twould choak me ; for 
I ſhould ne'er flatter thee. O you gods! what a 
number of men eat Timon, and he ſees them not ? 
It grieves me to ſee 
So many dip their meat in one man's blood, 
"And all the madneſs is, he chears them up, too. 
] wonder men dare truſt themſelves with men! 
Methinks, they ſhould invite them without knives z 
Good for their meat, and ſafer for their lives. 
There's much example for't; the fellow, that 
Sitsnext him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 

Ts th' readieſt man to kill him. T has been prov'd. 

Were I a great man, I ſhould fear to drink, 

Leſt they ſhould ſpy my winepipe's dangerous notes: 

Great men ſhould drink with harneſs on their throats, 
Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go round. 
Lucul. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Flow this way !— brave fellow! he keeps 

his cides well: rhoſe Irew)ths will make thee and 

thy ſtate look ill, Timon, Hete's that which is 

too weak to be a ſinner, honeſt water, which ne'er 

left mao i th' mire : 

This and my food are equal, there's no odds; 

Feaſts are too proud to give thanks to the gods, 


Apemantus's Grace. 


Immortal gods, I crave no pf * 
Ipray for no man bat myſelf ; 

rant, I may never prove ſo fond 
To truft man on bis oath, or bond ; 
Or a barlot for ber weeping ; 
Or @ dog — . 
Or a keeper with my freedom ; 

Or my friends, if I ſhould need 'em. 
Amen, amen: So fall tet. 

Rich men ſin, and I eat root. 


Much good dich thy good hearty Apemantus} + 


your own behalf. 
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To call my father's age unto long peace 
Ino. 5 d 


Tim, Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in'the field 


Al. My heart lo ever at your ſervice, my lord. 
Nm. You had rather been at a breakfaſt of ene- 
mies, than a dinner of friends. 


Al. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's 


no meat like em. 
a feaſt. 
Ape. Would all theſe flatterers were thine enemies 
then ; that ag might'ſt kill em, and bid me to em. 
Luc, Might we but have the nappineſs, my lord; 
that you would once uſe our hearts. whereby we 
might expreſs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould 
think ourſelves for ever perfect, 
\ Tim. Ob, no doubt, my good friends, how had 
you been my frienos elſe ? 1 have told more of you 
to niyſelf, than you can with modeſty ſpeak, inf 
And thus far I confirm you. 
Oh, you gods! (think I) what need we have any 


1 could with my friend at ſuch 


friends, if we ſhould never have need of em? ee a 


I have often wiſh'd myſelf poorer, that I mi 
come nearer to you: we are born to do benefits. 
And what better or properer can we call our own,” 


comfort tis to have ſo many, like brothers, com- 
manding one another's fortunes! O joy, een made 
away ere't can be burn; mine eyes cannot hold 
water, methinks; to forget their faults, I drink to 
you. "41 | 

Ape. Thou weep'ft to make them drink, Timon, 

Luc. Joy had the like conception in our eyes; 
And at chat inſtant like a babe ſprung up. 


Ape. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baſs 


tarde. | 
Sem. I promiſe you, my lord, you mov'd me 
Much! a Trumpet ſi ö 
Im. What means that trump? how now? 
Emer Flaminius. 


Fla. Pleaſe you, my lord, there are certain la- 


dies moſt defirous of admittance. 


Tim. Ladies! what are their wills? 


lord, which hir Nhat office to fignify their pleaſures. 
Tim, I pray, ler them be admitted, 

Enter Cupid, with a Maſque of Ladiet, as Amazon 
Cu. Hail to thee, wan, Timon, and to all 

That of his bounties taſte! the five beſt ſenſts 

Acknowledge thee their patron; and do come 

Freely to gratulate thy plenteous boſom: riſe, 

Th' ear, tafte, touch, ſmell, pleas'd from thy table 

Theſe only now come but to feaſt thine eyes, 

Tin, They're welcome all; tet em have kiad 
— admittance. | 5 

Let muſic make their welcome. | y 
Ape. Hey-day! what a ſweep of vanity comes. 

They dance! they are mad women; [this way! 

Like madneſs is the glory of this life! 

As this pomp ſhews to a little oil and root. 

I ſhould fear thoſe, that dance before me now, 

Would one day ſtamp upon me: *t has been done; 

Men ſhut their doors > ava the ſetting ſun. ' 

The Lords riſe from Table, with much ador 
Timon; eh fg out an . 4 
dance, Men with Womens, a lofty Strain or t 
to the Hautbyys, and ceaſe. jo : | 

' Tim. You have done ovr pleaſures much grice, 


et afair faſhion on our entertainment; Toy ladies, 


You've added worth unto't, and lively ſuſtre, L 
And entertain'd me with mine own device, ' 
{ am to thank you for it. 1 
Ladies, there is an idle banquet atteadr you. * 


Pleaſe you to difpoſe yourfetves. 


4 La. Mod thankfolly, my locd. '* [Eathit,” 


than the riches of our friends? O, what a precious © 


Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner, my 
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Flav. My lord. 
Tim. The little caſket bring me hither, 


 Flav. Yes, my lord. More jewels yet? there | 


is no crofling him in's humour, 


When all's ſpent, he'd be croſs'd then, if be could, | 


Tim. O my good friend: 

I have one word to ſay to you: look, my lord, 
1 muſt entreat you, hohour me ſo much 

As to advance this jewel, accept and wear it, 
Kind, ay lord! 

Luc, Im ſo far already in your gift 

All, Lo are we all. 

R Enter a Servant, 

Ser, My lord, there are certain nobles of the ſe- 
nate newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 

Tim. They are fairly welcome. 

1 Re-enter Flavius. 

Flav. I beſeech your honour, vouchſaſe me a 
word; it does concern you near, 
© Tim. Near! Why then another time I'll hear thee. 
I pr'ythee, let's be provided to ſhew them enter- 
tajnment. 

Flav. 1 ſcarce know how, What will this come 
to? he commands us to provide, and give great gifts, 
and all out of an empty coffer : 

Nor will he know his purſe, or yield me this, 
To ſhew him what a beggar his heart js, 
Being of no power to make his wiſhes good, 
'ell, would I were gently put out of office, ere 1 


were forc'd} 
I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Fairs 
Tim. You do yourſelves much wrong, you bate 


too much of your own merits.-Here, my lord, a 
trifle of our love, 
Sem. With more than common thanks I will re- 
ceive it. | 
Dim. I take all, and your ſeveral viſitations, 
So kind to heart, tis not enough to give 
My thanks; 1 could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne'er be weary—Alcibiades, * 
Thou art a ſoldier, therefore ſeldom rich, 
It comes in charity to thee; thy living 
1s *mongſt the dead and all the lands thou haſt 
Lie in a piteh'd field, 43h 
_ Al. 1 defy land, my lord? 
Sem. We are ſo virtuouſly bound 
Tim. And ſo am I to you. 
© Lucul. So infinitely endeared 
Tim. All to you. Lights ! more lights, more lights. 
Luc. The beft of happineſs, honour, and fortunes, 
Keep you, Lord Timo 
[Exeum Lords. 


Ready for my friends. 

Ape. What a coil's here, 
Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums! 
3 doubt, whether their legs be worth the ſums , 
That are given fer em. Friendſhip's full of dregs ; | 
Methinks, falſe hearts ould never have ſound legs. 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on court'ſies. 

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not ſullen, 
J would be good to thee. 

Ape. No, I'll nothing; for if I ſhould be brib'd 
too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and 
then thou wouldſt fin the faſter. Thou giv't ſo 
Jong, Timon, I fear me, thou wilt give away thy- 
ſelf in r, ſhortly. What need theſe feaſts, 
pomp3, vain glories? 

Tim. Nay, if you begin to rail on ſociety once, I, 
am ſworn not to give regard to you. Farewel, and 
come with better muſic. [ Exit. 


. 
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I'll lock thy heaven from thee: 
Oh, that men's ears ſhould be 


To counſel deaf, but notto flattery ! [Pxit, 


6 
SCENE, a public Place in the City, 


Enter firft Senator. 
ND late, five thouſand: to Varro and to 
- Ifidore 
He owes nine thouſand, befides my former ſum 
Which makes it five and twenty. —Still in motion 
Of raging waſte? Ic gannot hold, it will not, 
If I wanc gold, teal but a beggar s dog, 


Sen. 


| And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold, 


If I would ſell my horſe, and buy ten more 
Better than he; why, give my horſe to Timon; 
Ak nothing, give it him, it foals me ſtraight 
Ten able horſe. No porter at his gate, 

But rather one that ſmiles, and ſtill invites 

All that paſs by it. It cannot hold; no reaſon 
Can ſound his ſtate in ſafety.—Caphis, hog! 


Caphis, I ſay. 
+ Enter Caphin, - 

Ca. Here, Sir, what is yoyr pleaſyre ? 

Sen. Get on your cloak, and haſte you to Lord 
Importune him for monies, be not ceas'd | Timon; 
With ſlight denial ; nor then filenc'd with 
«« Commend me to your maſter — But tell him, fir- 
My uſes ery to me, I muſt ſerve my turn Crah, 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are paſt, 

And my reliance on his fracted dates, 
Has ſmit my credit, I love and honour him: 
But muſt not break m „to heal his finger, 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 


| Muſt not be toſs'd and turn'sd to me in words, 


But find ſupply immediate. Get you gone 

Put on a moſt importunate — - hg 

A viſage of demand : for I do fear, 

When every feagher ſticks in bis own wings 

Lord Timon will be left g naked gu)l, 

Who flaſhes now a ph@nix—Get you zone. 

Ca. I go, Sir. 

Sen. Aye, go, Sir———Take the bonds along with 


And have the dates in com 
a [will Sr * 2 
en. G0. xeunt 
SCENE „ 20 


Enter Flavius, with many Bills in bis Hang. 
Flav. No care, no ſtop ] ſo ſenſeleſs of expence, 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor ceaſe bis flow of riot. Takes no account 
How things go from bim, and reſumes no gate 
Of what is to continue. 

What ſhall be done ?—he will not hear, till feel: 

I muſt ve round with him, now be comes from 
Fie, fie, fie, fie ! . 5 [hunting 
' Enter Caphis, Varro, and other Servants. 

Ca. Good evening, Varro; what, you come for 


"a w not your buſineſs, too: [ money ? 
Ca. It is. ; 
Would we were all diſcharg'd! 
Var. 1 fear it. 
Ca. Here comes the lord, + 
Enter Timon and bis Train. 


Tim. So ſoon as dinner's done, we'll forth 
My Alcibiade— Well, what's your will ? 
{ They preſent bim their bills. 
Ca. My lord, here is a note of certain ducs. 
Tim. Dues l whence ate you? 


Ape. 80 thou wilt not bear me now, . 


wad 


| Ca. Of Athens here, my lords 


a kk © 


ie, 


0 


TIMON ' or 


Tim. Co to my Reward, 

Ca. Pleaſe it your lordſhip, he bath put me is off, 
To the ſucceſſion of new days, this month: 
My maſter is awak'd by great occaſion, ' . 
To call upon bis own; and humbly prays vou, 
That with your other noble parts you'll ſuit, 
In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine hotieft friend, 
I pr'ythee; but repair to me next morning. 

Ca. Nay, good my lotd-——_— 

Tim, Contain thyſelf, good friend. 

Var. One Varro's ſervant, my good lord 

Ca. If you did know, my lord, my maſter's 

vn 

Var. 'Twas due on forſeiture, my lord, fix 
weeks, and paſt. 

Ca. Your fteward puts the off, my lord, and I 
Am ſent expreſsly to your lordſhip, 

Tim. — me breath k 
I do be ou, good my lords, on, 

21 N , op, Lords, 

PII wite vpon you, tant hither: 
How goes the world, that 1 am thus encounter 
With clam'rous claims of debt, of broken bonds, 
And the detention of long-fince due debis, 
. my honour? _ 

Flav. Pleaſe you, gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeabfe to this buſineſs: 
Your importunity ceaſe, till after dinner; 
That I may make his lordſhip underſtand j 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do ſo, my friends ; ſee them well enter-| 


F< 


tain'd. Exit Timon. 
- Flav. Pray, draw near. Exit Flavius. 
Enter —— ** Fool. 


Ca. Stay, ſtay, here comes the Fool, with Ape- 
mantus, let's have ſome ſport with em. | 
Var. Hang him, he'll abuſe us. 
How doſt, fool? vey 

WE + Doft dialogue with thy "ICY * — 

ar. I ſpeak not to thee. BS 

Abe. No, tis to thyſelf. Come away, _. 
Ca. There's the fool hangs on your back, already. 
io No, thou ſtand'ſt fingle, thou art not on 

m yet. * 0 * 

Co. Where's the fool now? erer D 

He lat aſk'd the queſtion. Poor ranked 
and uſurer's men ! bawde between gold and want! 


All. What are dar bes. oj gy pe 
' - Aſſes. 


(Why? +5 16 >» 
- Ape. That you aſe me what you are, 20 Sn 
know yourſelves.-Speak to em, fool. = 
Fool. How do you, gentlemen ? -ſrrefs? 

- Alt. Gramercies, good foot t how does your mif- 

Feel. She's e en ſetting; oh water to ſeald ſuch 
chickens as you are. ne lee von at 
Ae Good! l 

gramerey 

— Eater Pages 

Fool: Look you, here comes my allen - 4 

Page, Why, how now, captain 7 what do you in 
this wiſe bow doſt thou, Apemantus? 

2 Would I had a rod in my mouth, that 1 

tanſwer thee profitably. 
. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the 
teription of theſe letters; I know not which is wh 

Fpe. Canſt not read? 

. Page, No. - 

Ape. There will little learning die * that tay 
thou art hang'd. This le to Lord Timon, this to 
Alcibiades, Go, thou vat 1 a A and 
mou'lt die a K * | 


” — 
9 " 


- 


| philoſopher, He is very often like a knight; and 


Oft preſent dues; the future comes apace: 
| What ſhall defend the interim, and, at lengthy 


: | S. CG 
ATHENS. WS. . 
Page. Thou haſt whelpt a dog, and thou ſhalt fa- 
miſh, a dog's death, Anſwer not, 1 am gone. { Ex, 
Ape. E'en ſo thou out- runꝰſt grace. 
Fool, will go with you to Lord Timon's, 
Fool. Will you leave me there? 
Abe. If Timon ſtay ut hom 
You three ſerve three uſurers? 
All. 1 would they ſerv'd us. 
Ape. So would I-—as good a trick as . 
man ſerv'd thief, 
Foel, Are you three uſurers men? 
All. Aye, fool. 
Fool. I think, no uſurer but has a fool for kis 
ſervant. 
Var. What is a whore-matter, fool? 
Fool. A fool in good clothes, and ſomethin like 
thee. Tis a ſpfrit ; ſometimes it appears like a 
lord, ſometimes like a lawyer, ſometimes like 's 


generally, in all ſhapes that man goes up and 
down in, from fourſeore to thirteen, this ſplrit 
walks in. 

Var. Thou art not altogether a fool. a 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wiſe man; as much 
foolery as 1 have, ſo much wit thou lack ſt. 

Ape. That anſwer might have become Apeman- 
tus. 

All, Afide, afide; here comes Lord Timon. 

[Exeunt Creditors, Apemantus, and F. 
Ester Timon and Flavius. 

Tim. You make me marvel; wherefore, ere this* 
Had you not fully laid my ftate before me, n 
That I might ſo have rated my en, þ 
As I had leave of means?. 4 

Flav. You would not hear me; 

At many leiſures I propos d. 

Tim. Go to; F 4 = 
"Perchance, ſome fingle vantages you . 
When my indiſpoſition put you back; ang 
And that unaptneſs made you miniſter hs + 
Thus to excuſe yourſelf, - | SE * 

Flav. O, my good lord! 3 1 
At many times 1 brought in my accounts, L 
Laid them before you; you would throly them offy.. » 
And ſay, you found them in mine honeſty. 4 
When, for ſome trifling preſent, you have bid ine 
Return ſo much, I've ſhook my head, and wept; 
Yea, Ming tm authoHity of manners, pray'd Jbu , , 
To hold your hand more cloſe, I did 71 ci 
Not ſeldom, por no flight checks, when I 1 . 8 
Prompted you in the ebb of your effate, 

And your great flow of debt. My ——_—_— 
Though you hear now too late, yet now's a time j ” 
The greateſt of your having'lacks a half | 

To pay your preſent debts, : 

Tim. Let all my land be ſold, © . ee 
| Flaws Tis al engag' d, ſome debe at — 
And what remains will hardly ſtop the mouth 


he „ 


| How goes our reck*ning? '" 

Tim. To Lacediemon did my land extend. 
Flav. O my good lord, the world is but Wr N 
Were it all yours to'yive it in a breath, | 
"How quickly were it gone! = | 
Tim. You tell me true. 


* 


I. Flav. If you ſuſpect my huſbandry, ox llhoad,” wt | | 


Call me before th exacteſt auditors, | 
And ſet me on the proof. A > harek "i 
When all our offices have been = 
With riotous feedert; when our — ag wept | 
With drunken ipilth of wine; when ev 
Kath blaz'd with lights, and brey d EY 


8 TIMO NR 
I'hare eetir'd N _ 
And ſet mine eyes at flow. | 
Tim. Pr'ythee, no more. lord ! 
Flay. Heav'ns! have I ſaid, the bounty of this 
How many prodigal bits have laves and peaſants 
This night englutted ! who now is not 'ſimon's? 
What hea head, ſword, force, means, but is. 
Lord Timon's? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon's!. 
Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made. 
Tim. Come, ſ:rmon me no farther. 
No villainous, bounty yet hath paſt my heart; 
Uanwiſely, not ignobly, have 1 given. 
Why doſt thou weep? canſ thou the conſcience lack, 
To think I ſhall lack friends ? ſecure thy heart; 
If I would broach the veſſels of my love, 
And try the arguments. of hearts by borrowing, 
en and men's fortunes could | OY uſe, 
I can bid thee ſpeak, 
' Flav. Aſſurance bleſs your thoughts ! [crown' d, 
* . Andin 122 theſe wants of. mine are 
Thar l account them bleſſings; for by theſe 
Kite try friends. You. ſhall perceive how. you 
ke my fortynes;, in my friends 'm wealthy. 
ithin there, hag, Flamynius, Servilius ! 
nter Flaminius, Servilius, and other Servants. 
Ser. My lord, my lerd. 
. Tim. I will diſpatch you ſeverally,m— 
You to Lord Lucius to Lord Lucu'lus you———l 
hunted with his honour, to day—you to Sempro- 
nius—commend me to their loves: and I am proud, 
ſay, that my occaſions have found time to uſe them 
towards a ſupply of money ; let the requeſt de fifty 
ts. 
Fla. As you have ſaid, amy lord. 
Flav. Lord Lucius and Lucullus! hum 
Tim. Go you, Sir, to the ſenators; { To Flavius“ 
Of whom, even to the ſtate's beſt health, I have 
Deſerv'd this bearing; bid em ſend, 70 inſtant, 
A thouſand talentsto me. 
Fav. I've been bold, 
= that I knew it. the moſt gen'ral way) 
o them to uſe your fignet and your name; 
But they do ſhake their heads, and 1 Nun 
No richer in return. | 
Tim. Is't true? can it be? | 
Fs. They anſwer io a joint and corporate yalce, 
That now they are at a fall, want treaſure, cannot 


4 


Do what Sy would; are ſorry—You are honour-' 


ableya˙̃ 
But yet they R have vil a they know not— 
th been amiſs—4a noble nature 
May ſing ha a. ,wrepch—would all were 1 tis 


pity 
And ſo intending other ſerious matters, - . 


| Afar, .Siftaſtefut looks, and theſe bard — egagy 
With certain half-ca and a n _— 
They froze me into filence, | - 0 


Tim, You gods reward them 
I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly. Thaſe oid fellows 
Have their ingratitude f in them hereditary: 
Their Mod! is cak d, tis cold, it ſeldom flows, 
And nature, as it grows again tow'rd earth, N 
Is faſhioned for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to —— thee be not ſadz 


Thou' tt true, and Juſt ingeniouſly I (peak, 
No blame belongs to thee : Ventidius lately 
Bury g, bie father, by whoſe death he's ſtepp'd 


— ent eſtate 3 when he was poor, 
mpriſon'd, and ia ſcarcity of friends, e 
14 's him with five talents, Greet him from 


t 
. | for thy maſter... 


Let molten coin be thy damnation, | 


»ATHENS. 


5 his friend, which. eraves to be remember d 

With thoſe fire talents, That bad, give't theſe 
fellows, 

To whom * tis inftant due. Ne'er ſpeak, or think, 

That * s fortunes * mong his friends can fink, 


A C0: 

SCENE, Lucullus's Houſe'in Athens. 
Flaminius waiting. Enter a Servant to bis 
Ser. wi Have told my lord of you z he is We 

down to you. 
I thank you, Sir. 
Enter Lucullus. 
Ster. Here's my lord. 
Lucul. One of Lord Timon's men; a gift, I wer- 


[rant—— Why, this hits right; I dreamt of a filyer 


baſon and'ewer, tornight. Flaminius, oneſt Fla- 
minive, you are, ye 2 reſpectively welcome, Su; fill 
me ſome wine, ow does that honourable, 


very bountiful good lord and maſter ? 

Fla. His health is well, Sir. 

Lucul. 1 am right glad that bis health is well, 
Sir—and what haſt thou there under thy cloak, 
pretty Flaminius? 
Fla. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, 
which, in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat.your 
honour to ſu e ho, havieg great and ipftant 
occaſion to uſe fifty talents, hath ſent to your lord- 
bsp to furniſh him, nothing doubting your preſent 
{tance therein. 

Lycul. La, la, la, la.— Nothing doubting, ſays 
be Alas, good lord, a noble gentleman 'tis, if he 
would not keep ſo good a houſe, Many a time an 
often I ha' din'd with him, and told him on tʒ and 
come again to ſupper to him, on purpoſe to have bim 


[ſpend leſs. And yet he would embrace no counſel, 
fake no warning by my comingz, every man hath 
his faults, and honeſty is his. I ba' told him on't, 


but I could never get him from't. : 
Enter a Servant, with Nine. 
Ser, Pleaſe your lordhip, here is the wine. 
Luca. Flaminius, 1 barancted thee always wiſe 
Here's.to,thee. | 
Fla. Your teckbia fecha your pleaſure. 
Lucul. I have obſery'd thee always for a — 
prompt ſpirit, give thee thy due; and one that 
knows, what belongs to reaſon; and canſt uſe the 
time well, if the time uſe-thee well. Good parts 
in —— He you gone, firrah. [To the" Servant, 
pe four ves o.] Draw nearer, honeft Flaminlus; 
ord's a bountiful gentleman, but thou art 
es and thou koowe.well enough (altho' thou 
— to me) that this is no time to lend money, 
ſpecially upon bare friendſhip. without ſecutity. 


Here's three ſo/idares-for thee z good boy, wink at 


me, and ſay thou ſaw ſt me not. Fore thee'well, 
Fla. ls't poſſible the world ſhould ſo much differ, 


o him that worſhipe thee. 


Fla, May theſe add — {een 
| z 
Thou diſeaſe of a friend, and not himſelf! - 

1 Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 


EF | (uppole,, WR eſe. 


t turns in leſs than two nights? O you gods! 
This flare . 


I feel my maſter's paſſion, 


compleat, free - hearted zentleman of Athens, thy 


nd we alive that liv'd? Fly, damn 'd baſcacle, | 5 


Throwing the money . 
Lace. Hal now 1 os Ker frets | 
[Exit Lucullus. 


And when he's fick to death, let not that part 


. ſent 


- myſelf againſt ſuch a good time, when I might ha 


TIMON or 
Why ſhould jt'thrive, and turn to nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poiſon ? | 

O! may difeaſes only work upon't: 


Of nature, my lord paid for, be of power 
To expel fickneſs, but prolong his hour! 
SCENE, a public Street. 
Enter Lucius, with three Strangers» 

Luc. Who, the Lord Timon? he is my very 
good friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran- We know him for no leſs, tho" we are 
but ſtrangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, 
my lord, and which I hear from common rumours, 
now Lord Timon's happy hours are done and paſt, 
and his eftates ſhrink from him. 

Luc. Fye, no, do not believe it; he cannot want 
for money. | 

2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that not 
long ago one of his men was with the Lord Lucul- 
lus, to borrow fifty talents, nay, urg'd extremely 
for t, and ſhewed what neceſſity belong'd to't, and 
yet was deny'd. 1 

Luc. How ? 

2 Stran. I tell you, deny'd, my lord. 

Luc. What a ſtrange caſe was that | now, before 
the gods, I am aſham'd ont. Deny'd that honour- 
able man? There was very little honour ſhew'd in 
that. For my own part, I muſt needs confeſs, I 
have received ſmall kindneſſes from him, as money, 

late, jewels, and ſuch like trifles, nothing compar- 
ing to his; yet had he miſtook him, and ſent him to 
me, I ſhould ne'er have den; d his occaſion ſo many 
talents, 


[Zxir. 


Enter Servilius. 

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord: I have 
ſweat to ſee his honour My honoured lord 
| [To Lucius. 
Lac. Servilius! you are kindly met, Sir. Fare 
thee well, commend me to thy honvurable virtuous 

lord, my very exquiſite friend. | 
Ser. May it pleaſe your honour, my lord hath 


Luc. Ha! What hath he ſent? I am fo much 
endear'd to that lord; he's ever ſending : how ſhall 
I thank him, think'ſt thou ? and what has he ſent, 
now? 

Ser. H'as only ſent his preſent occaſion, now, 
my lord; * your lordihip to ſupply his in- 
ſtant uſe, with fifty talents. 

Luc. 1 know his lordſhip is but merry with - 
He cannot want fifty-tive hundred talents. 

Ser. Butin the mean time he wants leſs, my lord. 
If his occaſion were not virtuous, 

I ſhould not urge it half ſo faithfully, 

Luc. Doſt thou ſpeak ſeriouſly, Servilius? 

Ser, Upon my ſoul, *tis true, Sir. 

Luc. What a wicked beaſt was I, to disfurniſh 


ſhewn myſelf honourable? how unluckily it hap- 
pened, that I ſhould purchaſe the day before for a 
little dirt, and undo a great deal of honour? Servi- 
lius, now before the gods, I am not able to do 


Unto this hour has my lord's meat in him: | 


For policy ſits above conſcience. 


ATHE | 
Ser. Ves, Sir, I ſhall. [Ex Servilius, 
Luc. I'll look ye out a good turn, Servilio 

True, as you ſald, Timon is ſhrunk, indeed; 
And he, that's once deny'd, will hardly ſpeed.” 
[Exits 
1 Stran, Do you obſerve this, Hoſtilius ? 
2 Stran. Aye, too well, 
1 Stran. Why this is the world's ſool ; 
Of the ſame piece is every flatterer's ſpirit: 
Who can call him his friend, 
That dips in the ſame diſh? for, in my knowings 
Timon has been to this lord as a father, 
And kept his credit with his bounteous purſe: 
Supported his eſtate; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's ſitver reſts upon his lip; 
And yet, oh, ſee the monſtrouſneſs of man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful ſhape! 
He does deny him (in reſpect of his) 
What charitable men aftord to beggars 
3 Stran. Religion groans at it, 
I Stran. For mine own part, 
I never taſted Timon in my liſe; 
Nor any of his bounties came o'er me 
To mark me for his friend. Yet, I proteſt, 
For his right noble mind, illuſtrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his neceflity made uſe of me, 
I would have put my wealth into donations 
And the beſt half ſhould have return'd to him, 
So much I love his heart; but I perceive, 
Men muſt learn now with pity to diſpenſe, 


, 


rennt. 
Enter Flaminius with Sempronius. ; 
Sem. Muſt he needs trouble me in t? 'bove all- 
others? a 
He might have tried Lord Lucius or Lu ; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy tos, 
Whom he redeem'd from priſon; All theſe three 
Ove their eſtates unto him. 
Fla. Oh, my lord, 1 
They've all been touch'd, and all are found baſe 
For they've alkdeny'd him. [metalz 
Sem. How deny'd him? 
Ventidius and Lucullus both deny'd him? 
And does he ſend to me? three! hum 


It ſhews but little love or judgment in him. [ciansy | 


Muſt I be his laſt refuge ? his friends, like phyſi» 
Three give him over? muſt 1 take the cure 
On me ? h'as much diſgrac'd me in't; I am angry» 


He might have known my place; I ſee no ſenſe fot t * 


But his occaſions might have wooed me firſt ⁊ 
For, in my conſcience, I was the firſt man, 
That e'er received gift from him. - 
And does he think ſo backwardly of me, 

That I'll requite it laſt? not 

So it may prove an argument of laughter 

o thꝰ reſt, and *mongtt lords I be thought a fools 
I'd rather than the worth of thrice the ſum, 
H'ad ſent to me firſt, but for my mind's ſake 
I'd ſuch a courage to have done him good. 

But now return, | 
And wit their faint reply this anſwer join; 


& \ 


(the more beaſt, I ſay)—I was ſending to uſe Lord| Who bates mine honour, ſhall-not know my coin. 


Timon myſelf, theſe gentlemen can witneſs; but! 
would not for the wealth of Athens, I had done't 
now, Commend me bountifully to bis good lord» 
hip; and, 1 hope, his honour will conceive the 
faireſt of me, becauſe I have no power to be kind, 
And tell him this from me, I count it one of my 
2 afflictions, that 1 cannot pleaſure ſuch an 
0 


nourahle gentleman, Good Servilius, will you 
befricad me ſo far, as to uſe my own words to him 


a Exits 
Fla. Excellent! your lordſhip's à good!y villain. 
The devil knew not what he did, when he made 
man politic; . he croſs'd himſelf by'tz-and I cann 
think, but in the end the” villainzes of man will 
ſet him slear. How fairly this lord ftrives to ap- 
pear foul! = virtuous copies to be L 4 : like 
thoſe that under hot, ardent zeal, w ſet hole 


2 fre ; of ſuch u nature Is bis pelt 


— _ 
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JO 
This was my-lord's beſt hope z now all are fled, 
Save the gods only, Now his friends are dead; 
Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards, 
Many a bounteous year, muſt be employed 
Now to guard ſure their maſter, 
And this is all a liberal courſe allows ; 
Who cannot keep his wealth, muſt keep his houſe, 
Exit. 
SCENE change: to Timon's Hall. l 
Enter Varro, Caphis, and other Servants of Timon's 
Creditors, tobe wait for bis coming out. 
Var. Well met, good morrow. 
Ca. The like to you, kind Varro. 
Far. Caphis, why do we meet together? 
Ca. I think one buſineſs does command us all: 
For mine is money. 
Var. So is theirs, and ours, 
Enter Philo, 
Ca. And Sir Philo's too. 
Phi. Good day, at once. 
Ca. Welcome, good brother, 
the hour? 
Phi. Labouring for nine. 
Is not my lord ſeen yet? 
Ca. Not yet. 
Phi. 1 wonder: he was wont to ſhine at ſeven. 
Ca. Aye, but the days are waxed ſhorter with him: 
- You muſt conſider that a prodigal's courſe 
Is like the ſun's, but not like his recoverable, I fear. 
*Tis deepeſt winter in Lord Timon's purſe: 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet - 
Find little. 
Phj. I am of your fear, for that. 
Ca. III ſhew you how t'obſerve a ſtrange event: 
Your lord ſends now for money, 
Var. True, he does. 1 
Ca, And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 
Var. Againſt my heart. 
Ca. How ftrange it ſhows, 
Timon in this ould pay more than he owes! 
Var, Im weary of this charge, the gods can wit 
- neſs: | 
Iknow, my lord hath ſpent of Timon's wealth ; | 
Ingratitude now makes it worſe than ſtealth. 
: Enter Flaminius, 
Par. One of Lord Timon's men. 
Ca. Flaminius! Sir, a word: pray, is my lord 
Ready to come forth ? 
Fla. No, indeed, he is not. 
Ca. We attend his lordſhip ; pray ſignify ſo much. 
Fla. I need not tell him that, he knows you are 
too diligent. | 
ter Flavius in 4 Cloak muffled. 
Ca. Ha! is not that his ſteward muttled ſo 
He goes away in a cloud: call him, call hi 
Var. Do you hear, Sir 
Ca. By your leave, Sir. 
Flav. What do you aſk of me, my friend? 
Ca. We wait for certain money here, Sir. d 
Flav. If money were as certain as your waiting, 
Twere ſure enough. ” / 
Why then preferr'd you not your ſums and bills, 
When your falſe maſters eat of my lord's meat? 
Then they would ſmile and fawn upon his debts, 
And take down th'intereſt in their glutt'nous maws z 
You do yourſelves but wrong to ſtir me up, 
Let me paſs quietly 
Believ't, my lord and 1 have made an end: 
I have no more i reckon, he to ſpend. 
Ca. Aye, but this anſwer will not ſerve, 


What d'you think 


* 
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ATHENS. 


| Var. How ! what does his caſhier d worſhip mutter) 


Tit. No matter, what—he's poor, and that's re- 
venge enough, Who can ſpeak broader than he 
that bas no houſe to put his head in? Such may rail 
| againſt great buildings. 

Enter Servilius. 
rg here's Servilius: now we ſhall have ſome an- 
wer, ) 
Ser. If I might beſeech you, gentlemen, to re. 
pair ſome other hour, I ſhould derive much from 
it. Fortake it on my ſoul, 
My lord leans wondrouſly to diſcontent : 
His comfortable temper has forſook him, 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber, 

Ca. Many who keep their chambers, are not ſick: 
And if he be ſo far beyond his health, 

Methinks, he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
| And make a clear way to the gods, 

Ser, Good gods! 

Ca. We cannot take this for an anſwer, 

Fla. [Within.] Servilius, help mj lord! my 

Enter Timon in @ rage, 
Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my 
paſſage ? 

Have I been ever free, and muſt my houſe 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? 
The place, which I have feaſted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, ſhew me an iron-heart ? 
Var. Put in now, Caphis. 
Ca. My lord, here's my bill. . + 
Phi. Here's mine, 
Par. And mine, my lord. 
All. And ours, my lord. 
Tim. Knock me down with them cleave me 
to the girdle. - s 
Var. Alas! my lord. 
Tim. Cut out my heart in ſums, 
Ca. Mine, fifty talents, 
| Tim. Tell out my blood. 
Var. Five thouſand crowns, my lord. 
Tim. Five thouſand drops pay that. 
What yours——and yours? 
Var. My lord 


Ca. My lord 
Tim. Here, tear me, take me, and the gods fall 
on you, [ Exit. 


Ca. Faith, I perceive, our maſters may throw 
their caps at their money; theſe debts may be well 
cali'd deſperate ones, for a madman owes em. 
; LExeunt. 
Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 
Tim. They have een put my breath from me, 
the ſlaves. Creditors '\=——devils. 
Flav. My dear lord. 
Tim. What if it ſhould be fo Pm 
Flav. My dear lord. 
Tim. I'll have it ſo My fteward! 
Flav. Here, my lord. 
Tim. So fitly !-Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus and Sempronius; all.—— 
I' once more feaſt the raſcals. 
Flav. O my lord! 
You only ſpeak from your diſtracted foul z 
There's not ſo much left as to furniſh out 
A moderate table, 
Tim, Be it not thy care; 
Go, aad invite-them all, let inthe tide 
Of knaves, once more: my cook and 1'l1 provide. 
[ Exeunt» 
SCENE changes to the Senate-bouſe. 
15 Senators and Alcibiades. 
1 Sen. My lord, you have my voice to't, the 


Flay, If will not ſerve, tis not ſobaſe as you; 


Pot Jou ſerve knaves, Ei. 


"Tis neceſſaty he ſhould die: [fault 's bloody; 
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res Nothing emboldens fin ſo much as mercy. (Though his right-arm might purchaſe his own time, | 14 
he Al. Health, honour and compaſſion, to the ſenate! And be in debt to none z) yet more to move you, "'{ 
rail 1 Sen, Now, captain. Take my deſerts to his, and join em both. . þ 
Al. 1 am an humble ſuitor to your virtues: , And for I know, your reverend ages love os || 
For pity is the virtue of the law, | Security, I'll pawn my victories, on 
an- And none but tyrants uſe it cruelly. My honours to you, on his good returns. . i] % 
It pleaſes time and fortune to lie heavy If by this crime he owes the law his life, \ I 
re. Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore; 1 
om Hath ſtept into the law, which is paſt depth For law is ſtrict, and war is nothing more. . : By 
To thoſe that without heed do plunge into't. 1 Sen, We are for law, he dies; urge it no more, 1 
He is a man, ſetting his fault aſide, On height of our diſpleaſure : friend, or brother, i 10 
Of virtuous honour, which buys out his fault; He forfeits his own blood, that ſpills another. | mY 
er, Nor did he ſoil the fact with cowardice, _ Al. Muſt it be ſo? it muſt not be: 181 
k: But with a noble fury, and fair ſpirit, My lords, I do be ſeech you, know me. wo! 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 2 Sen. How? V 1 
He did oppole his foe : a Al. Call me to your remembrances. 
And with ſuch ſober and unnoted paſſion, I cannot think, but your age hath forgot me: 
He did behave his anger ere 'twas ſpent, It could not elſe be I ſhould prove ſo baſe, 
d! As if he had but prov'd an argument. To ſue, and be deny'd ſuch common grace. 
ny 1 Sen, You undergo too ſtrict a paradox, My wounds ache at you, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair: 1 Sen. Do you dare our anger? 
ny Your words have took ſuch pains, as if they labour'd |'Tis in few words, but ſpacious in effect; 
To bring manſlaughter into form, ſet quarrelling | We baniſh thee, for ever. 
Upon the head of valour; which, indeed, Al. Baniſh me! 
Is valour miſbegot, and came into the world Baniſh your dotage, baniſh uſury, 
When ſets and factions were but newly born, That make the ſenate ugly. 
He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer [wrongs 1 Ses. If, after two days ſhine, Athens contains 
The worſt that man can breathe, and make his Attend our weightier judgment. [thee, 
His outſides: wear them like bis raiment, careleſsly;| And (not to ſwell our ſpirit) = 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, He ſhall be executed preſently. [ Exeunt, | WY 
To bring it into danger. Al. Gods keep you old enough, that you may live " 
Al. My lord Only in bone, that none may look on you! 1 
e 1 Sen. You cannot make groſs fins look clear; I'm worſe than mad: I have kept back their foes, ' + 
It is not valour to revenge, but bear, While they have told their money, and let out of 
Al. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, | Their coin upon large intereſt; I myſelf, 1" 
If I ſpeak like a captain, Rich only in large hurts.—All thoſe, for this ? we 
Why do fond men expoſe themſelves to battle, Is this the balſam that the uſuring ſenate Wh 
And not endure all threatnings, ſleep upon't, Pours into captains wounds? hal baniſhment? 1 
5 And let the foes quietly cut their throats, It comes not ill; I hate not to be baniſh'd, N 
Without repugnancy ? but if there be It isa cauſe worthy my ſpleen and fury, | N | | 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we That I may ſtrike at Athens. Il! cheer up 0 
Abroad? why then, ſure, women are more valiant, |My diſcontented troops, and play for hearts. 9 
That ſtay at home, if bearing carrying it; 'Tis honour with moſt hands to be at odds; a 
The aſs, more than the lion; and the fellow Soldiers as little ſhould brook wrongs, as gods. | 
Loaden with irons, wiſer than the judge; | [ Exit, N 99 
If wiſdom be in ſuff ting. Ob, my lords, 1 | of. 
As you are great, be pitifully yood : 20 " Ra nn Rant. | |; gy 
Who cannot condemn raſhneſs, in cold blood ? Enter Lucius, Lucullus, Sempronius, and divers ; i 
To kill, I grant, is fin's ext · emeſt guſt, Senators, at ſeveral Doors. 1 
But, in detence, by mercy, tis moſt juſt, Luc. The good time of the day to you, Sir. j 
To be in anget is impiety:; Lucul. I alſo wifh it to you: I think, this honour- 


But who is man that is not angry? - [able lord did but try us, this other day. 
Weigh but the crime with this, Fem. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when 
2 Sen. You breathe in vain. we encountered. I hope it is not ſo low with him, 


Al. In vain ! his ſervice done las he made it ſeem in the trial of his ſeveral friends. 
At Lacedzmon and Byzantium, Luc. It hould not be, by the perſuaſion of bis 
Were a ſufficient briber for his life, new feaſting. 

1 Sen. What's that? Lucul, 1 ſhould think ſo: he hath ſent me an 

Al. 1 ſay, my lords, h'as done fair ſervice, earneſt inviting, which many my near occafions did 
And ſlain in battle many of your enemies; urge me to put off : but he hath conjur d me beyond 
How full of valour did he bear himſelf, them, and I muſt needs appear. 

In the laſt conflict, and made plenteous wounds Sem. In like manner was I in debt to my impor- 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with em. | tunate buſineſs; but he would not hear my excuſe, 
He's a ſworn rioter: he has a fin I am ſorry when he ſent to borrow of me, that my 
That often drowns him, and takes valour priſoner, | proviſion was out. : ? 
Wete there no foes, that were enough, alone, Lucul, I am fick of that grief, too, as I under- 
To overcome him. In that beaſtly fury ſtand how all things go. 

He has been known to commit outrages, Sem. Every man here's ſo. What would he 
And cheriſh factions. Tis inferr'd to us, have borrow d of you? | : ; 
+ His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. Luc. A thouſand pieces. 
7 Sen. He dies. 1 ab 1 , Sem. A — ous! . | : 
„Hard fate! he might have war, Lucul. What of you * 3 
6 | Luc. He ſeat to me, Ar here e comes, 


My lords, if not for any parts in him, 
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, ; Enter Timon and Attendants. 


| Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen— and how | Of Timon, many and all humanity! 


fart you ? 


Sem. Ever at the beſt, hearing well of your lord- + 


i 
./ The ſwallow follows not ſummer more 


willingly, than we your lordſhip, 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter: ſuch 
ſummer birds ate men Gentlemen, our dinner 
will not recompence this long ſtay : feaſt your ears 
with the muſic, awhi'-: if they will fare fo harſhly 
as on the trumpet's ſound. 

Lucul. J hope it remains not unkindly with your 
lordſhip, that I return'd you an empty meſſenger. 

Tim. O, Sir, let it not trouble you. 

Sem. My noble lord. 

Tim. Ab, my good friend, what cheer ? 

[ The banquet brought in. 

Sem. Moſt honourable lord, I'm een fick of 
ſhame, that when your lordſhip t'other day ſeat tv 
me, I was ſo unfortuna'e a beggar, 

Tim. Think not on't, Sir. 

Sem. If you had ſent but two hours before 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Come, bring in all together. 

Lucul. Ail covered diſhes ! 

Sem. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near? 

Lucul. This is the old man ftill.” 

Sem. Will't hold? will't hold? 

* Tucul. It does, but time will, and ſo. 

Sem. I go conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his ſtool, with that ſpur as he 
would to the lip of bis miſtreſs; your diet ſhall be 
In all places alike: Make not a city feaſt of it, to 
Jer the meat cool, ere we can agree upon the firſt 

lace. Sit, fir, The gods requite our thanks. 

' You great berefattors, ſprinkie our ſociety with 
e For your own gifts make yourſelves 
Prais d; but reſerve flill to give, left your deities be 
deſpis'd. Lend to each man enough, that one need not 
lend to another. For ww:re your godbeads te borrow of 
wer, men would forſake the prds. Make the meat 
Beloved more than the man that gives it. Let no aſ- 
ſembly of twenty be withcut a ſcure of willains. If 
there ſit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of them 
be as they are—T be e f your foes, O gods, the ſena- 

tert of Athens, together with the common lag of per- 
gle, what is amiſs in them, you yods, make ſuitable for 
deftr: tin. For theſe my friends—as they are te me 
nothing. ſo in nothing bleſs them, and to nei bing are 
they welcome. 

weol)ncover, dogs, and lap. 

Lucul. and Sem. What does his lordſhip mean? 

| Tim. May you a better feaſt never behold, 

You knot of mouth-friends ; ſmoke, and lukewarm 

water 

Is your perfect image. This is Timon's laſt; 

Who ſtuck and, ſpangled you with fatteries, 

Waſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces 

Your reaking villainy. Live loath'd, and long, 

Moſt ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted paraſites, 

Courteous deſtrozers, affable wolves, meek bears, 

You fools of foi tune, trencher-friends, time-flies, 

Cap-and-knee flayrs, yapours, and minute Jacks: 

Of man and beaſt the infinite malady 

Cruſt you quite o'er !=—— What, doſf thou go? | 

Soft, take thy pbyſic firſt thou too-and thou 
[Throwing the diſpet at them, and driving 

them out. 
Stay, Iwill lend thee money, borrow none. 
What! all in motion? henceforth be no feaſt, 


* 


" ATHENS. 
Barn houſe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be 
[Exit, 


„ . 
SCENE, without the Wal!s of Athens, 


Enter Timon, 

E T me look back upon, thee, O thou wall, 

That girdleſt in thoſe wol ves dive in the earth, 
and fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent; 
Obedience fail in children; les and fools 
Pluck the grave wiinkled ſenate from the bench, 
And miniſter in th-ir ſtead: to general filths 
Convert, o'th' inftant, green virginity | 
Do't in your parents eyes, Bankrupts, hold faſt; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your truſters throats, Bound ſervants, ſteal; 
Large-tanded rubbers your grave maſters are, 
And pill by law. Maid, to thy maſters bed; 
Thy miltreſs is i'th'brothel, Son of fixteen, 
Pluck the lin d crutch from thy olo limping fire, 
And with it beat his brains out! fear and piety, 
Religion to the gods, peace, juſticc, truth, 
Domeſtic awe, night reſt, and neighbourhood, 
Inſtruction, manners, mMeries and trades, 
Degrees, obſetvances, cuſtoms and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries ! 
And yet confuſion live Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for ſtroke! Thou cold ſciatica, 
Cripple our ſenators, that their limbs may halc 
As lamely as their manners. Luſt and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth, 
That 'gainſt the ſtreams of virtue they may ſtrive, 
And drown themſelves in riot ! Itches, blains, 
Saw all the Athenian boſoms, and their crop 
Be general leproſy: breathe inſeR breath, 
That their ſociety (as their friendſhip) may 
Be merely poiſon, Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
But nakedneſs, thou deteſtable town! | 
Lake thou that too, with multiplying banns: 
Timon will to the woods, where he ſhall find 
Tn unkingeſt beaſt much kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, ye good gods all) 
I'h* Athenians, both within and out that wall; 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow, 
Co the whole rac: of mankind, high and low! 
| Exit. 


SCENE changes to Ti mon's Houſe, 

Enter Flavius, Flaminius, and Servilius. 

Fla, Hear you, good maſter ſteward, where's our 
matter ? 
Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining ? 
Flav. Alack, my fellows, what ſhould I ſay ta 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, [you? 
I am as poor as you, ' ws hs | 
Ser. Such a houſe broke! « 
So noble a maſter fall'n4 all gone! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him? 
Fla. As we do turn our backs 5 
From our companion, thrown into his grave, 
So his familiars, from his bury'd fortunes, 
Slink all away ; leave their falſe vows with him, 
Like empty purſes pick'd: and his poor ſelf, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, * 
With his diſeaſe of all- ſhunn'd poverty, | 
Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our fellows. 
ö Enter otber Servants. , x 

Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd houſe 


"Whereas à villain's pot a welcome gueſt, =» 


| 3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon.'s livery, 
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TIM ON- or 
That ſee T by our faces; we arc fellows 
Serving alike in ſorrow, Leak'd is our bark, 
And we poor mates, ſtand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the ſurges threat : we muſt-all my 
Into the ſea of air. 
Flav. Good fellows all, 
The lateſt of my wealth 11 ſhare amongſt you. 
Wherever we ſhall meet, for Timon's ſake, 
Let's yet be feliows, ſhake our heads, and ſay, 
(As 'twere a knell unto our maſter's fortunes) 
We have ſeen better days. Let each take ſome; 
Nay put out all your hands; not one word more, 
Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poor. 
[ He gives them money; they embrace, and part 
everal ways. 
Oh, the fiiſt wrecchedneſs that glory brings us! 
Who would not with to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to miſery and contempt ? 
Who'd be fo mock'd with glory, as to live 
But in adream of triendthip ? 
To have his pomp, and all what ſtate compounds, 
Kat only painted, like his varniſh d triends! 
Poor honeit lord ! brought low by his own heart, 
Undone by goodne(s: ſtrange vnuſual blood, 
When man's worft fin is, he does too much good, 
Alas, kind lord! 
He's flung in rage from this ungratefu! ſeat 
Of monſtrous friends: nor has he with him to 
Supply bis life, or that which can command it: 
Ii tolo and enquire him out. 
I'll ever ſerve his mind with my beſt will: 
Whilſt I have gold, I'll be his ſte ward ſtill. [ Exit. 
\ SCENE, the Words. 
Ester Timon. 
Tim. O bleſſed, breeding ſun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy fiſter's ord 
Jnf:& the air. Twinn'd brothers of one womb, 
Whole procreation, reſidence, and birth 
Scarce is dividant, touch with ſeveral Fortunes z 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer. Not een nature, 
To whom all ſores lay fiege, can bear great fortune, 
But by contempt of nature. 
Who dares, w 0 dares, 
In'purity of manhood ſtand upright, 
And ſay, this man's a flaiterer? if one be, 
$,2 are they all, for each degree of fortune 
Is ſmooth'd by that below, The learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool: All is oblique; 
There's nothing level in our curſed natures, 
But direct villainy. Then be abborf'd, 
All feaſts, ſocieties, and throngs of mea! 
His ſemblable, yea, himſelf, Limon diſdains,- 
Deſtruction phang mankind! Earth, yield me roots! 
[ Digging the earth. 
Who ſeeks for better of thee, ſauce his palate, 
With thy moſt operant poiſon !— What is here? 
Gold ! yellow, glittering, precious gold! 
No, gods, I am no idle votatiſt. 
oots, you clear heav'ns! thus much of this will 
Black, white; fair, foul z wrong, right; [make 
Baſe, "noble z old, young; coward, valiant. 
You gods! why this? what? This, you gods! 
why, this 


Will lug your prieſts and ſervants from your fides :| 


This yellow ſlave 

Will knit and break religions; bleſs th accurs'd; 
Make the hoar leproſy ador'd ; place thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation, 
With ſenators on the bench. 

Come, damned earth, 

Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'ſt odds 


Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 


K Will o e h _ poiſon 


| 
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Do thy right nature. ¶ March, afar . Ha, 
drum —thou'rt quick, 
But yet I'll bury thee—thou'lt go (ſtrong thief) 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot ſtand, ö 
Nay, ſtay, thou art for earneſt. | Keeping ſome 4 
Enter Alcibiades with Drum and ife, in warliks 
Manner, and Phrynia and Timandra. 
Al. What art thou there? ſpeak, {heart, 
Tim. A beaſt, as thou art. Cankers gnaw thy 
For ſhewing me again the eyes of man! 
Al. What is thy name? is man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art thyſelf a man? 
Tim, 1am Miſanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee ſomething. 6 
Al. 1 know thee well : 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange, 
Tim. I know thee too, and more than that I 


know thee, 
I not defire to know. Follow thy drum; 
With man's blood paint the ground, * 


This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more deſtruction than thy fword, | 
For all her cherubim look, 

Phry. Thy lips rot off! - 

Tim. I will not kiſs thee, then the rot return 
To thine own lip» again, 

Al. How came the noble Timon to this change? 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to gives 
But then renew I could not, like the moon; 
There were no ſuns to borrow of. : 

Al. I've heard in ſome ſort of thy miſeries. 

Tim. Thou ſaw'ſt them when I had proſperity. 

Al. I ſee them now, then was a bleſſed time. 
| Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of har» 

lots. 

Timon. Is this th* Athenian minion, whom — 
world voic'd fo regardfully? 

Tim. Art thou Timandra?, 

Timan. Yes. Fuſe thee. 

Tim. Be a whore fill: they love thee not, that 
Give them diſeaſes, leaving with thee their luſt: 
Make uſe of thy ſalt hours, ſeaſon the flaves 
For tubs and baths, bring down the roſe-cheek'sd 
To th” rub-faft, and the diet. | 

Timan. Hang thee, monſter! 

Al. Pardon him, ſceet Timandra, for his in 
Are drown'd and loſt in his calamities. | 
| have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
in my penurious band. I heaid and griev'd, 
How curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, | 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ſtates, 
But for thy ſword and fortune, trod upon them 

Tim, | pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee 


Al. Ta thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim, How doſt thou pity him, whom thou doſt 
I's rather be alone, [trouble ? 
Al. Why, fare thee well, 
Here's gold for thee. a 
Tim. Keep its I cannot eat it. 
Al. When | have laid proud Athens on a heap— 
" Tim. Warr'ft thou againſt Athens? 
Al. Aye, Timon, and have.cauſe. [conqueſt, 
Tim. The gods confound them all then in thy 
And after, thee, when thou baſt conquered! 
Al. Why me, Timon? - 
* Tim, That by killing of villains 
Thou waſt born to conquer my country. 
Put up thy gold. Go on, here's gold, go on; 
Be as > planetary plague, when Jove | 


\ 


u MON or 


In the fick air: Let not thy ſword ſkip one, 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard, 

He is an uſurer. Strike me the matron, 

It is her habit only that is honeſt, 

Herſelf's a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword; for thoſe milk- 


paps 

That through the window-lawn bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ; . 
Set them down horrible traitors, Spare not the 


babe, 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from fools exhauſt their 
mercy z | 
Swear againſt objects, * 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes. 
There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers. 

Make large confuſion 3 and, thy fury ſpent, 

Confounded be thyſelf! ſpeak not, be gone. 

Al. Haſt thou gold yet? | 
Tu take the gold thou giv'ſt me, not thy counſel. 

Tim. Doſt thou, or doſt thou not, Heav'n's curſe 

upon thee! _. 

Both. Give us ſome gold, good Timon: haft 

thou more ? 

Tim. Enough to make a whore forſwear her trade, 
And to make whole a bawd. Hold up, you fluts, 
Your aprons mountant; you're not oathable, 
Although, I know, you'll ſwear ; terribly ſwear 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heav'nly agues, 
Th'immortal gods that hear you. Spare your oaths: 
J'1] truft to your conditions, be whores till. 

And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 

Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up. 

Make faiſe hair, and thatch 

Your pdor thin roofs with burdens of the dead, 

r that were hang'd, no matte ——) 
ear them, betray with them; and whore on ſtill: 

Paint till a horſe may mire upon your face; | 

A pox of wrinkles! * 

Botb. Well, more gold —vhat then? 
Believe, that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Conſumptions ſow 

In hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharp ſhins, 

Crack the lawyer's voice, ; 

That he may never more falſe title plead. 

wn with the noſe, 

Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 

Of him, that his particular to foreſee 

Smells from the gen'ral weal. Make curl'd pate 

ruſfians bald, 

And let the unſcarr'd braggarts of the war, 

Derive ſome pain from you. Plague all; 

There's more gold. 

Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 

Ard ditches grave you all! [Timon 
Both. More counſel with more money, bounteous 
Tim. More whoie, more miſchief, firſt; I've 

given you eaineſt, 

Al. Strike up the drum tow'rds Athens. Fare. 

wel, Timon; 

If I thrive well, I' viſit thee again. 

Tim. If I hope well, I'll never ſee thee more. 

Al. 1 never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſ well of me. 
Al. Call' thou that harm? a 

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence, away, 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Al. We but offend him: ftrike. | 

[ Exeunt Alcib. Phryn. and Timand. 

Tim. That nature, being fick of man's unkind- 

neſs, 

Should yet be hungry! Common mother, thou 


ATHENS. 

Teems, nog all; oh, thou! whoſe ſelf-ſame 

mettle 

(Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft) 

Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 

The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm ; 

With all th' abhorr'd births below criſp heav'n, 

Whereon Hyperion's quick'ning fire doth ſhine; 

Yield him, who all thy human ſons doth hate, 

From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root! 

Enſeas thy fertile and conceptious womb ; 

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man. 

Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves and bears, 

Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward face 

Hath to the marbled manſion all above 

Never preſented 0, a root——-dear thanks! 

Dry up thy marrows, veins, and plough-torn leas, 

Whereof ingrateful man with liqu'riſh draught, 

And morſels unctious, greaſcs his pure mind, 

That from it all conſideration flips, —— 

: Enter Apemantus. 

— More man ? plague! plague! 

Ape. I was directed hither, Men report, 
Thou doſt affect my manners, and doſt uſe them. 
Tim. "Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog, 
Whom I would imitate 5 conſumption catch thee! 
Ape. This is in thee a nature but affected, 

A poor unmanly melancholy, ſprung (place? 
rom change of ſortune. 
his flave- like habit, and theſe looks of care ? 

Thy fl.tt'rers yet wear ſilk, drink wine, lie ſoft ; 

Hug their diſeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 

That ever Timon was. Shame not theſe weeds, 

By putting on the cunning of a carper, 

Be thou a flatt'rer now, and ſeek to thrive 

By that which has undone thee; hinge thy knee, 

And let his very breath whom thou'lt obſerve, 

Blow off thy cap ; praiſe his moſt vicious ſtrain, 

And call it excellent. 

Thou gav'ſt thine ears, like" tapiters, that bid 

welcome 

To knaves, and all approachers : Tis moſt juſt 

That thou turn raſcal; badſt thou wealth again, 

Raſca!s ſhould have't. Do not afſume my likeneſs. 

Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away myſelf. . 

Ape. Ft ade caſt away thylen, being like thy - 

elf, 

So _ madman, now a fool, What, think'f 

thou, F | 

That the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, 

Will put thy ſhirt on warm ? will theſe moiſt trees, 

That have out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 

And ſkip when thou point'ſt out? will the cold 

brook, 

Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning taſte, 

To cute thy o'er-night's ſurfeit? Call the creatures, 

Whoſe naked natures live in alf the ſpight 

Of wreakful heav'n, whoſe bare unhouſed trunks, 

To the conflicting elements expos'd, 

Anſwer mere nature; bid them flatter thee ; 

Oh ! thou ſhalt find 

Tim. A fool of thee; depart. 

— 45 love thee better now, than e er I did, 

im. I hate thee worſe, 0 f 
— #1 Why? 

im. Thou flattereſt miſery. 

Ape. I flatter not; but ſay, thou art a caitiff, 

Tim. Why doſt thou ſeek me out ? 

_ To vex thee. 

im, Always a villain's office, or a fool's, 

Doſt pleaſe thyſelf in't? 


A. . Aye. 
Tow What! a knave too? | 


Whoſe womb unmeaſurable, and infinite breaſt 


Ape, If thou didſt put this ſour cold habit ong. 


Why this ſpade? this 


Thou waſt told thus : , 


Tocaſti; 
Do'ſt it 
Wert tl 
Our-liv' 
The on 
The ot! 
Thou ft 
Tim. 
Thou a 
With f 
Hadſt t 
Throu 
To ſuc 
Freely 
Ja gene 
In diffi 
The ic 
The ſy 
Who! 
The m 
At dui 
That 1 
Do on 
Fall'n 
For ev 
That 
Thy r 
Hath 
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To caſtigate thy pride, twere well; but thou | 
Do'ſ it enforcedly : thow'dft courtier be, 
Wert thou not beggar, Willing miſery 
Out- lives incertain pomp; is crown'd before: 
The one is filling ſtill, never compleat ; 
The other, at High wiſh. 
Thou ſhould'ſt deſire to die, being miſerable. 

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miſerable, 
Thou art a ſlave, whom fortune's tender arm 
With favour never claſp'd; but bred a dog. 
Hadſt thou, like us, from our firſt ſwath, proceeded 
Through ſweet degrees that this brief world affords, 
To ſuch as may the paſſive drugs of it 
Freely command; thou wouldſt have plung'd thyſelf 
Ja general riot, melted down thy youth 
In different beds of luſt, and never learn'd 
The icy precepts of reſpect, but follow'd 
The ſugar'd game before thee, But myſelf, 
Who had the world as my confectionary, [men, 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of 
At duty, more than I could frame employments; 
That numberleſs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak; have with one winter's bruſh 
Fall'n from their boughs, and left ada, bare 
For every ſtorm that blows. I to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is ſome burden. 
Thy nature did commence in ſuff'rance, time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhould'ſt thou 

hate men ? 

They never flatter'd thee, What haſt thou given? 
If thou wilt curſe, thy father, that poor rag, 
Muſt be thy ſubject; who in ſpite put ſtuff a 
To ſome ſhe-beggar, and compounded thee, 
Poor rogue hereditary, Hence! be gonem——— 

Ape. Art thou proud yet? 

Tim. Aye, that I am not thee, 

Ape. 1, that I was no prodigal. 

Tm. I, that I am one now. 
Were all the wealth I have, ſhut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone 
That the whole life of Athens were in this! 
Thus would I eat it. [ Eating à root. 

Ape. Here, I] will mend thy feaft. 

Tim. Firſt mend my company, take away thyſelf, 

Ape. What wouldſt thou have to Athens? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind: if thou wilt, 
Tell them there, I have gold; look, fo I have. 

— Here is no uſe for gold. 

im. The beft and trueſt : 

For here it ſleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Ape, Where lieſt o'nights, Timon? 

Tim. Under that's above me. 
Where feed'ſt thou o days, Apemantus ? 

Ape. Where my ſtomach finds meat; or rather, 
where I eat it, 

Tim. Would poiſon were obedient, and kne 
my mind ! 

— ng Where wouldſt thou ſend it? 

im. To ſauce thy diſhes. : 

+ The middle of humanity thou never knew- 
eſt, but the extremity of both ends. When thou 
waſt in thy gilt, and thy perfume, they mock'd 
thee for too much curioſity; in thy rags thou know- 
eft none, but art deſpis'd for the contrary, What 
man! didft thou ever know uathrift, that was be- 
loved after his means? | 

Tim. Who, without thoſe means thou talk'> of, 
didſt thou ever know beloy'd ? 
Ape. Myſelf. 
im, 1 underſtand thee, thou hadſt ſome means 
to keep a dog. 
Ape. What things in the world canſt thou near- 
eſt compare to thy flattererd ? | 


ATHE 
Tim, Women neareſt; but men, men, are the 
things themſelves. What wouldf thou do with the 
world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power? 
. Give it the beaſts, to be rid of the men. 


= Aye, Timon. 5 
im. A beaſtly ambition, which the gods grant 
thee to attain to! If thou wert a lion, the fox 
would beguile thee; if thou wert a Jamb, the fox 
would eat thee; if thou wert the fox, the lion would 
ſuſpeR thee, when, peradventure, thou wert accus'd 
by the aſs; if thou wert the aſs, thy dulneſs would 
torment thee : and ſtill thou liv'dt but as a break- 
faſt to the wolf, If thou wert the wolf, thy gree- 
dineſs would afflit thee; and oft thou ſhouldſt ha- 
zard thy life for thy dinner. | Wert thou the uni- 
corn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and 
make thine own ſelf the conqueſt of thy fury. All 
thy ſafety were remotion, and thy defence abſence. 
What beaft couldſt thou be, that were not ſubject 
to a beaſt? and what a beaſt art thou already, and 
ſeeſt not thy loſs in transformation. 0 

Ape. If thou couldſt pleaſe me with ſpeaking to 
me, thou might'ſt have hit upon it here. The 
commonwealth of Athens is become a foreſt of 
be aſts. 


Tim. How! has the aſs broke the wall, that thou 


axt out of the citj? 6 * 5: 


Ape. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter, The 


plague of company light upon thee! 1 will fear to 
catch it, and give way, When I Know not what 
_ to do, I'll ſee thee again. | | 
im. When there is nothing living but thee, 
thou ſhalt be welcome. > g 
bad rather be a beggar's dog, than Apemantus. 
Ape. Thou art too bad to curſe. 

im. All villains, that do ſtand by thee, are pure. 
Ape. There is no leproſy but what thou ſpeak'ſt. 
Tim. If I name thee.—I'd beat thee; but 1 

ſhould inte my hands, «4 
4 I would my tongue could rot them off! 
im. Away, thou iſſue of a mangy dog! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive: 
I ſwoon to ſee thee. 
Ape. Would thou would burſt! 
Tim. Away, thou tedious rogue, I am ſorry 1 
ſhail loſe a ſtore by thee, 5 — 
Ape. Beaſt ! 
Tim. Slave! 
Ape. Toad! 
Tim. Rogue! rogue! rogue! 
{ Ape. retreats backward, as going. 


But e'en the mere neceſſities upon it. 

Then, Timon, preſently prepare thy grave; 

Lie where the light foam of the ſea may beat 

Thy grave-ſtone daily; make thine epitaph; 

That death in me at others lives may laugh. 

O thou ſweet king-killer, and dear divorce | 
{ Looking on the gold. 

"Twixt natural ſon and fire ! thou bright defiler 

Of Hymen's pureſt bed !. thou valiant Mars 

Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 

Whoſe bluſh does thaw the conſecrated ſnow, 

That lies on Dian's lap! | 

Oh, thou touch of hearts ! 

Think, thy ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue 

Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts 

May have the world in empire. Hence, away. 

[Exit Apemantus, 


Enter Thieves. 


1 Thief, Where ſhould he have this gold? the 


iz 


im. Wouldſt thou have thyſelf fall in the con- 
| fuſion of men, or remain a beaſt with the beaſts ? 


I am fick of this falſe world, and will love nought, . 
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drove. him into this'melancholy. | k 
2 Thief. It is nois'd he hath a maſs of treaſure. 
3 9 Thief. Let us make the aſſay upon him; if he 
dire not fot't, he will ſupply us eafily : if he cove- 
toully reſerve it, how ſhall's get it? 


Nis hid. 
1 Thief. Is not this he? 4 
All. ere ? 


2 Thief. Tis his deſcription, 
3 Thief. He; I know him. 
All. ave thee, Timon. 
- Tim. Now, thieves. 
All. Soldiers; not thieves. 
Tim. Both too, and women's ſons. 
All. We are not thieves, but men that much do 
i Tim. Why ſhould you want? behold the earth 
WP hath roots ; 
Within this mile break forth an hundred ſprings; 
The ons bear maſts, the briars ſcarlet hips: 
The bounteous houſewife nature on each buſh 
- Lays her full meſs before you. Want! why want? 
1 Thief. We cannot live on graſs, on berries, 
water, 
As beaſts, and birds, and fiſhes. [ fiſhes; 
Tim. Nor on the beaſts themſelves, the birds and 
Von muſt eat men. Yet thanks I muſt you con, 
That you are thieves profeſt : that you work not 
In holier ſhapes ; for there is boundleſs theft 
In limited profeſſions. Raſcals, thieves, 
Here's gold. Go, ſuck the ſubtle blood o'th' grape 
Till the higher fever ſcethe your blood to froth, 
And ſo 'ſcape hanging. Truſt not the phyſician, 
His antidotes are poiſon, and he ſlays 
More than you rob. Take wealth, and live toge- 
Do villainy, do, fince you profeſs to do't, { ther. 
Like workmen ; ['ll example you with thievery. 
The ſun's a thief, and wi:h his great attraction 
Robs the vaſt ſea. The moon's an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire ſhe ſnatches from the ſun. 
The ſea's a thief, whoſe liquid ſurge reſolves 
The mounds into falt tears. - 
Love not yourſelves, away ; 
Rob one another, there's more gold; cut throats ; 
Al chat you meet are thieves: to Athens go, 
Break open ſhops, for nothing can you ſteal, 
But thieves do loſe it. Steal not leſs for what 
I give, and gold confound you howſoever! Amen. 
| | [ Exeunt. 


* 


8 SPAS. 


—_—_ REY YV, 
| SCENE the Woods, and Timon's Cave. 

Enter Flavius. 
Flay. 'H, you gods ! 


[lord, 
| Is yon deſpis'd and ruinous man, my 
Full of decay and failing? oh, monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly beſtow'd ! 
What change of honour deſp'rate want has made ? 
What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 
Who can bring nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends? 
He's caught me in his eye, I will preſent 
My honeſt grief to him; and, as my lord, 
Still ſerve him with my life. My deareſt maſter! - 
: Timon comes forward from bis Cave. 

Tim. Away ! what art thou ? | 

Flav. Have you forgot me, Sir? 

Tim Why doſt thou aſk that? I have forgot all 
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mere want of gold, and the falling off of friends, I have forgot thee. 


2 Thief. True; for be bears it not about him: 


| 


Flaw. An honeſt fervanto—_— - 
Tim. Then 1 know thee not: 
Ine er had honeſt men about me, all | 
I kept were knayes, to ſerve in meat to viilaing, 
Fav. The gods are witneſs, 
Ne'er did poor ſteward wear a truer grief, 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 
Tim. What! doſt thou weep ? come nearer, then 
' I love thee, 
Becauſe thou art a woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Flinty mankind ; whoſe eyes do never give, 
But or through luft, or laughter. Pity's ſleeping ; 
Strange times, that ey with laughing, not with 
weeping! 

Flav. | beg of you to know me, good my lord; 
T' accept my grief; and, whilſt this poor wealth 
To entertain me as your ſteward ſtill. [laſts, 

Tim, Had I a ſteward 
So true, ſo juſt, and now ſo comfortable? 

It almoſt turns my dangerous nature wid. 
Let me behold thy face; ſurely, this man 


| Was born of woman. 8 


Forgive my gen' ral and exceptleſs raſhneſs, 


One honeſt man: miſtake me not but one; 

No more, I pray; and he's a ſte ward. 

How fain would 1 have hated all mankind, 

And thou redeem'ſ thyſelf: but all ſave thee, 

I fell with curſes. 

Methinks, thou art more honeſt now, than wiſe; 
For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, . 
Thou might'ſ have ſooner got another's ſervice : 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond maſters, 

Upon their firſt lord's neck. But tell me true, 

Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous, 

An uſuring kindneſs, as rich men deal gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one? bre aſt 
Flav. No, my moſt worthy maſter, (in whoſe 
Doubt and ſuſpeR, alas! are plac'd too late,) 

You ſhould haye fear'd falſe times, when you did 
feaſt. 

That which I ſhew, Heav'n knows, is merely love, 
Duty, and zeal, to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your food and living: and, believe it, 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or preſent, I'd exchange \ 
For this one wiſh, that you had power and wealth 
To requite me by making rich yourſelf, * 

Tim. Look thee, tis ſo ; thou fing!y honeſt man, 
Here, take; the gods, out of my miſery, 

Have (ent thee treature, Go, live rich and happy: 
But thus condition'd; thou ſhalt build from men; 
Hate all, curſe all, ſhew charity to none 

But let the famiſh'd fleſh ſlide from the bone, 

Ere thou relieve the beggar. Give to dogs, 

What thou deny'ſ to men. Let priſons ſwallow 'em, 
Debts wither em; be men like blaſted woods, 


And may diſeaſes lick up their falſe bloods ! 


And ſo farewel, and thrive. ſter, 
Flav. O, let me ſtay, and comfort you, my maſ- 
Tim. If thou hat'ſt curſes, 

Stay not, but fly, whilſt thou art bleſt and free; 
Ne'er ſee thou man, and let me ne'er ſee thee. 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter Poet and Painter. 


Pain. As I took note of the place, it can't be 
far where he abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him? does the 
rumour hold for true, that he's ſo full of gold? 
Pain. Certain, Alcibiades-reports ic: Phrynia 


Then if thou granteſt that thou att a man, I men. 


and Timandra had gold of him; he likewiſe en- 


Perpetual, ſober gods) I do proclaim 7 


hen 
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rich'd poor ſtraggling ſoldiers with great quantity. 
"Tis (aid, he gave his ſteward a mighty ſum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his, has been but a 
trial of his friends ? 

Pain, Nothing elſe; you ſhall ſee him a palm in 
Athens, again, and flouriſh with the higheſt. 

Poet, What have you now to preſent unto him? 

Pain. Nothing at this time, but my vifitation; 
only I will promiſe him an excellent piece. | 

Poet. I muſt ſerve him ſo, too; tell him of an 
intent that's coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the beſt: promiſing is the very 
air o*ch* time; it opens the eyes of expectation. 
Performance is ever the duller for his act; and, but 
in the plainer and Gmpler kind of people, the deed 
is quite out of uſe, | 

Re-enter Timon — bis Cave, unſeen. 

Tim. Excellent workman | thou canſt not paint 
a man ſo bad as thyſelf, 

Poet. I am thinking, what I ſhall ſay I have pro- 
vided for him: it muſt be a perſonating of himſelf; 
a ſatire againſt the ſoftneſs of proſperity, with a 
diſcovery of the infinite flatteries that follow youth 
and opulency, 

Tim. Muſt thou needs ſtand for a villain, in thine 
own work/? wilt thou whip thine own faults, in 
other men ? do fo, I have gold for thee. 

Poet. Nay, let's ſeek him. 

Tim. I'll meet you at the turn 
What a god's gold, that he is worſhipped 
In baſer temples than where ſwine do feed! 

Tis thou that ri igg'ſt the bark, and plow'ſt the e wave, 
Settleſt admired rev'rence in a ſlave; 

To thee be worſhip, and thy ſaints, for aye, 

Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey! 
*Tis fit I meet them. 

Poet. Hail! worthy Timon. 

Pain, Our late noble maſter, 

Tim, Have I once liv'd to ſee two honeſt men? 

Poer. Sir, having often of your bounty taſted, 
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off, 
He, and myſelf, 

Have travell'd in the great ſhower of your gifts, 
And ſweetly felt i it, 

Tim. Aye, you're honeſt men. 

Pain. We're hither come to offer you our ſervice. 

Tim. Moſt honeſt men! why, bow ſhall I re- 

quite you ? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 

Butb, What we can do, we'll do, to do you ſer- 
Vice, 

Tims Y'are honeſt men; you've heard that I 

have gold; 
I'm ſure you have; ſpeak truth, y'are honeſt men. 

Pain. So tis ſaid, my noble lord; but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I, 

Tim. Good honeſt man; thou draw'ſt a counter- 

feir, 
Beſt in all Athens; thou'rt, indeed, the beſt; 
ou counterfeit'ſt, moſt lively. 

Pain. So, ſo, my lord. 

Tim. E'en ſo, Sir, as I ſay—And for thy fiction, 
Why, thy verſe ſwells with ſtuff . fine and ſmooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art. 

But for all this, my honeſt-natur'd friends, 
1 muſt needs ſay, you have a little fault; 
Marry, not monſtrous in you; neither wiſh I, - 

ou take much pains to mend, 4 

Borb. Beſeech your honour q 
To make it known to us: 

Tim. You'll take it ill. 
Beth. Moſt thankfully, my lord, 
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ATH E : 
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. | 
Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but truſts a knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both, Do we, my lord? — ble, 
Tim. Aye, and you hear him coggy ſee him diſ- 
Know his groſs patchery, love him, and feed himz 
Keep in your boſom, yet, remain aſſur'd, 
That he's a made-up villain, 
Pain. I know none ſuch, my lord. 
Poet. Nor I. 
Tim. Look you, I love you well, Ill give you gold, 
Rid me theſe villains from your companies; 


Confound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
Pl give you gold enough. 
Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them. 
Tim. You that way—and you this--but two in 
Each man apart, all fingle and alone, [companys 
Yet an arch villain keeps him company. 
If where thou art, two villains ſhall not be, 


Come not near him If thou wouldſt not refide 
[To the Poet. 
But where one villain is, then him abandoa. 
a there's gold; ye came for gold, ye 
aves; 


hence 
You are an alchymiſt, make gold of that; 
Out, raſcal dogs ! 
Enter Flavius and two Senators. 
Flav. It is in vain that you would ſpeak with 
Timon : 
For he is ſet ſo only to himſelf, 
That nothing but himſelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 
1 Sen. Bring us to his cave. 
It is our part and promiſe to th Athenians, 
To ſpeak with Timon. 

2 Sen, At all times alike, 

Men are not ftill the (ame ; 'twas time and griefs 

That fram'd him thus, Time, with his fairer 
hand, 

Offering the fortunes of his former days, 

The former man may make him; bring us to him, 

And chance it as it may. 

Flaw. Here is his cave: [mon ! 
Peace and content be here.-Lord Timon! Ti- 
Look out, and ſpeak to friends; th' Athenians, 

By two of their moſt rev'rend ſenate, greet they. 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 
Enter Timon out of bis Cave. 

Tim. Thou ſun, that comtort'ft, burn 
Speak, and be hang'd; 

For each true word a bliſter, and each falſe 
Be cauterizing to the root o *th*'tongue, 
Conſuming it with ſpeaking! 

1 Sen, Worthy Timon! 

2 Sen, The ſenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 

Tim. | thank them. And would ſend them back 
Could I but catch it for them. [the plagues 

1 Sen. Oh! forget 
What we are ſorry for; ourſelves in thee : 

The ſerators, with one conſent of love, 

Intreat thee back to Athens; who have thought 
On ſpecial dignities which vacant lie, 

For thy beſt uſe, and wearing. | 

2 Sen. They confeſs 
Tow d thee forgetfulneſs, too general, groſs; 
Which now the public body, (which doth ſe-dom 
Play tbe recanter) feeling in itſelf ; 
A lack. of Timon's aid, hath ſenſe withal 


Tim, Will you, indeed? _—— 


Of it's own fall, retraining aid to Timon; 
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Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in a aravght, | 


[To the Painter, 


You have work for me; there's your pepmanty ; 


[ Beating and driving them our. 
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And ſends forth us to make their ſorrow'd tender, 
Together with a recompence more fruitful, 

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
Aye, een ſuch heaps and ſums of love and wealth, 
As ſhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs ; 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. 
Tim. You witch mein it. 
Surprize me to the very drink of tears: 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And I'll beweep theſe comforts, worthy ſenators. 
1 Sen. Therefore ſo pleaſe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take 
The captainſhip : thou ſhalt be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with abſolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority; ſoon we ſhall drive back 
Of Alcibiades th* approaches wild, 
Who, like a boar too ſavage, doth root up 
His country's peace. OF 
2 Sen. And ſhakes his threatning ſword 
” Againſt the walls of Athens. 
1 Sen. Therefore, Timon 
Tim. Well, Sir, Iwill; therefore I will, Sir; 


If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, [thus 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That Timon cares not. If he ſack fair Athens, 


And take our goodly aged men by th' beards, 
Giving our holy virgins to the ſtain | 
Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd war; 
Then let him know—and tell him, Timon ſpeaks 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, ſity 
] cannot chuſe but tell him, that I care not. 
And let him take't at worſt; for their knives I 
care not, 
While you have throats to anſwer. For myſelf, 
There's not a whit:le in th* unruly camp, 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend'ſt throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the proſp'rous gods, 
As thieves to keepers. 
Flaw. Stay not, all's in vain. 
Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 
It wili be ſeen to-morrow. My long ſickneſs 
Of health and living now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live fill; 
Be Alcibiades your plague; you his; 
And laft ſo, long enough 
1 Sen. We ſpeak in vain. 
Tim. But yet I love my country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruite coth put it. 
1 Sen. That's well ſpoke. 
Tim? Commend me to my loving countrymen. 
1 Sen. Theſe words become your lips, as they paſs 
thro' them. 
2 Sen. And enter into our ears, like great tri- 
In their applauding gates. { umphers, 
Tim. Commend me to them, \ 
And tell tnem, that to ceaſe them of their griefs, 
Their fears of hoſtile ſtrokes, their aches, loſſes, 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes, 
That nature's fragile veſſel doth ſuſtain, 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will do 
Some kindneſs to them, teach them to prevent 
Wild Alcibiades' wrath. 
2 Sen, 1 like chis well, he will return again. 
Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my 
cloſe, 
That mine own uſe invites me to cut down, 
And ſhortly muſt I fell it. Tel! my friends, 
Tell Athens, in che ſequence cf degree, | 
From high to low throughout, that whoſo pleaſe 
To ſtop affliction, let him take his haſte ; 


ATHENS. 
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 
And hang himſelfo—l pray you, do my greeting, 


Flav. Vex kim no farther, thus you Rill ſhall 
find him, 


Upon the beached verge of the ſalt flood; 
Which, onee a day, with his emboſſed froth 
The turbulent ſurge ſhall cover: thither come, 
And let my grave-ſtone be your oracle, 
Lips, let four words go by, and language end: 
What is amiſs, plague and infection mend! 
Graves only be men's warks, and death their gain! 
Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign. 
[ Exit Timon. 
1 Sen. His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled 
tu his nature. | h 
2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead; let us return, 
And ſtrain what other means is left unto us, 
In our dear peril, 

1 Sen. It requires ſwift foot. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, before the Walls of Athens. 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Alcibiades with his Powers. 
Al. Sound to this coward and laſcivious town, 

Our terrible approach, 0 


[ Sound a parley, The Senators appear upon the 
walls, 


Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious meaſure, making your wills 
The ſcope of juſtice. * Till now myſelf, and ſuch 
As ſlept within the ſhadow of your power, 

Have wander'd with our travers'd arms, and breath'd 
Our ſufFrance vainly. Now the time is fluſh, 
When crouching marrow in the bearer ſtrong, . 
Cries, of itſelf, No more: now breathleſs wrong 
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of eaſe, 
And purſy inſolence ſha!l break his wind, 

With fear and horrid flight, 

1 Sen, Noble and young, | 
When thy firſt griefs were but a mere conceit, 
Ere thou hadſt power, or we had cauſe to fear; 
We ſent to thee, to give thy rages balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude, with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our city's love, 

By humble meſſage, and by promis'd 'mends; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deſerve 


[The common ſtroke of war. 


I Sen. Theſe walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands from whom 
You have receiv'd your griefs: nor are they ſuch, 
| That theſe great tow'rs, trophies, and ſchovls ſhould 
For private faults in them. | {fall, 
2 Sen. March on, O noble lord, 
Into our city with tny banners ſpread 
By decimation and a tithed death, 
If thy revenges hunger for that food 
| Which nature loaths, take thou the deſtin'd tenths 
And by the hazard of the ſpotted die, | 
Let die the ſpotted. 
1 Sen. Then, dear countryman, 


| Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage; 


Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thoſe kin, 
Which in the blufter of thy wrath muſt fall, 
With thoſe that have offended; like a ſhepherd, 


Approach the fold, and cull th infected forth; 


But kill not all together. 
2 Sen, What thou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy ſmile, 
Than hew to't with thy ſword, ; 
1 Sen, Set but thy foot 


| Azainit our tampit d gates, and they thall ope: 


Tim. Come not to me again, but ſay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlaſting manſion, a 
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$0 thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, 
To ſay thou'lt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove, 
Or any token of thine honour elſe, 
That thou wilt uſe the wars as thy redreſs, 
And not as our confuſion; all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have ſeal d thy full deſire. 

Al. Then there's my glove; - 
Deſcend, and open your uncharged ports; 
Thoſe enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 
Whom you yourſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more; and to atone your fears, 
With my more noble meaning, not a man 
Shall paſs his quarter, or offend the ftream 
Of regular juſtice, in your city's bounds; 
But ſhall be remedied by public laws, - 
At heavieſt anſwer. 
Both. Tis moſt nobly ſpoken, 
Al. Deſcend, and keep your words, 


Enter a Soldier, 


Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem 0'th' ſea; 
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And on the grave-ſtone this inſculpture, which, 
With wax, I brought away. 


[Alcibiades read the Epiraph.] 


Here lies a trete bed corſe, of wretched ſoul bereft : 
Seek not my name; a plague conſume you caitiffs left | 
Here lye I Timon, who all living men did bate, 

Paſs 3 and curſe thy fill, * not here thy gait, 


Al. Theſe well expreſs in thee thy latter ſpirits : 
Though thou abhor'dſt in us our human griefs, 
gd brains' flow, and thoſe our droplets, 

which 
From niggard nature fall; yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vaſt Neptune weep, for aye, 
On thy low grave. On: faults forgiven..-Dead 
Is noble Timon, of whoſe memory 
Hereafter more—Bring me into your city, 
And I will uſe the olive with my ſword; 
Make war breed peace; make peace ſtint war; 
Preſcribe to other, [make each 
Let our drums ſtrike. 


[Exeunt, Drums beat a march. 


